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Summary:
Ashley lays in bed, thinking back on old memories, rubbing herself as she does. In her hunger she thinks back to the first, and only, time she and Andy had been intimate, nine years ago. He had hit puberty, she had not, and it was pulling him away from her. To solve this, she had thought of quite a way for him to damn himself further, to chain himself further to her, to claim him as hers.

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Work Text:
Ashley always thought it was funny how Andrew insisted on remembering things. It was so absurd of him, just burdening himself with all these painful thoughts and memories, agonizing over every little thing and replaying it in his head over and over. “Shit,” she murmured to herself, rolling over in bed. “He probably still remembers that little whore’s name.”

She might have understood it better if he really was unable to repress things like she could. But the truth was, he could. It was just that he chose to forget the times he’d truly broken. Oh sure, he had nightmares about that girl, but that was something they did to someone else. He was always agonizing about that, getting into this whole moral fuss. It was so stupid of him. It was just him and her. Other people didn’t matter, society didn’t matter, the law only mattered insomuch as it was a threat. She truly did not give one single flying fuck about anything else, so why should he?

But he did. And yet, the things he would forget? She worked so hard for those things. For him to just forget those times she pushed him too far, those times she really broke him, it was just bullshit. Still, she remembered. And she could return to those memories any time she wanted. They’d been starving for an amount of time she longer could process, and they never had that much in the way of taboos together. He was asleep in his bed instead of clinging to her like a spider monkey for the night, so she could enjoy herself taking a little stroll down memory lane. Her hand slid under her panties as she began to reminisce.

It had been when Andrew had been thirteen, still going by “Andy” just a little longer. Ashley, still Leyley to the world, had been eleven. In the time since the murder of that girl Ashley couldn’t remember the name of, their relationship had taken many steps in developing towards its present condition. Andy was just going through puberty, and Leyley was decidedly not. It had been one of the largest gulfs between the two of them. Andy was going through physical growth and mental changes, and she was just little old Leyley.

At the time, he’d been tentatively trying to connect with people other than his little sister. Andy had thought that this bond was something they could grow out of, that he could just leave her behind now that he wasn’t a little kid anymore. It was weird how her own nostalgic rage was exciting her as she slowly rubbed herself, but it was. She had needed to prove a point and reestablish some facts she had hoped had been understood last time.

Leyley had planned it out so well. She and Andy had always shared a bedroom, there was no helping a lack of privacy and secrets between them. She also was a little snoop and knew about every little hiding place he had. Andy had somehow acquired quite a few pornographic magazines of several kinds. So, one evening she began her little plot. As soon as he left to take a shower, she ran to his magazine stash and rifled through it. She found the one she was looking for, one featuring what it described as “hardcore sadomasochistic sex”. She wasn’t sure about all the terms, but the content itself looked to fit what she planned.

Leyley undressed down to her panties, no bra yet, and climbed into bed. She stayed on top of the sheets, the entire point of this was for Andy to walk in on her. He would want to run out, but that might make for a sign that something was wrong. On the off-chance their parents got involved, his little magazine collection would be discovered, he’d be in trouble for it, for her finding it, and she’d be in trouble for what she was doing. So, he would instead rush in and engage.

Leyley began rifling through the pages, clumsily stroking herself over her panties. Sure, she knew all the things to do. Clinically, at least. Sex education here was pretty good, but there was a wide gulf between knowledge and experience. The pages that caught her eye the most were the ones in which the girl didn’t look to be enjoying it. Something about that, the fact that she had to suffer for someone else’s pleasure, thrilled Leyley. The perversion of what some declared an act of love into an act of cruelty, violence, and exploitation. She didn’t have all the words for it then, even now she wasn’t exactly a fucking poet, but she recognized that she loved the concept of someone suffering for someone else’s pleasure.

Soon enough, the bedroom door creaked open. “Leyley, you can get your bad in a few minutes, the hot water ran out.” Andy expected to be yelled at for this as he dried his hair, but the yell never came. Curious, he pulled the towel down from his face and was granted the sight of his nearly nude eleven year old little sister rubbing her crotch over her panties to his hardcore violent sex porn. He felt himself inside himself grab hold of himself to prevent himself from screaming at her.

“Leyley, what the fuck?” Andy asked in a quiet but firm, and clearly angry tone. Leyley went still and turned to him.

“Andy, why won’t you share with me? You have all these secrets now. It feels like we’re growing apart.” Leyley put on the most pathetic tone she could, giving him the sad kicked puppy face. Andy couldn’t believe his eyes and ears. This was absurd. She could not be guilt tripping him over not sharing his porn stash with her.

“Leyley, I… fuck, I don’t have to share everything with you.” Andy finally managed to blurt out. Leyley began to tear up. Whether they were legitimate tears or not, that he wasn’t sure of.

“I knew it! I fucking knew it! You don’t love me!” Leyley began to cry, but if Andy had been thinking more clearly he would have considered how she was avoiding being too loud.

“Are you fucking kidding me? I don’t love you because I don’t share my goddamn porn with you? You know the things I’ve done for you! Don’t give me that shit!” Andy shot back. He felt something powerful coming over him, something foreign to him at this time.

“Bullshit. If you’re already cheating in your heart like this, who knows what else you’re doing?” Leyley’s tone was discomforting. For someone who had seemingly been on the edge of sobbing a moment prior, she was quite cold and lethal right now. Andy wasn’t quite focused on that.

“Cheating? In my heart? Cheating? What are you talking about? You’re eleven. You’re my sister. Everything about what you just said is so fucked up.” Andy felt confused. How had he never seen her this way? How had he never registered what she was like? He only killed Nina because she willed it. He was a murderer because of this fucked up big brother complex of hers. How had he gone along with her the entire time?

“More fucked up than murdering a girl and going about your life like it doesn’t mean anything, Aaaaaandy?” Leyley’s words cut to the bone. She knew. She fucking knew how it affected him. Here he was, thirteen years old, desperately clinging to his little sister most nights to deal with nightmares that felt like crawling across broken glass in a goddamn furnace and she had the gall to say he didn’t care? That didn’t affect him? He’d never be the same because of her. There was no him that could exist without these memories, these experiences. She destroyed anything else he could be.

In a flash, he was uncomfortably close to her, wearing only a pair of boxers. He was getting taller, lankier, and was still as thin as ever. She thought it was cute, the way he looked. A stretched out little toy. He loomed over her in her bed, his face dark with rage. She could see behind his eyes, all he could think about was wrath towards her. She had needled that pain and resentment perfectly and now he was teetering on the edge.

“Andy, it’s okay. I forgive you.” Leyley spoke with a smile, eyes shining up at him. A façade, another façade, he knew.

“Forgive me for what?” Andy’s words came out like broken glass.

“For stabbing me in the back and almost breaking my heart! You’ll just have to make it up to me.” Leyley kept up her mask of cute innocence. She’d only be able to play this card for another year or two, then she’d be like him again. She was going to use it as much as she could while it lasted.

“No.” Andy mumbled, sounding like he gargled it up.

“No?” Leyley echoed back? “Then what?” Andy’s eyes darted back and forth between the magazine and Leyley in front of him.

“Why this one?” Andy questioned, looking to the magazine. It was open to an image of a crying woman with a cock shoved in her mouth, a gun to the side of her head.

“Why not?” Leyley asked teasingly, giving him a slight knowing smirk. He’s the one who owned it. He should understand.

“This is the sort of shit you like?” Andy paused, thinking, composing the recent events into a comprehensive concept. “You want this from me?” Andy looked back at her. Leyley felt different under his gaze suddenly. Seen, yes, but also… like food. His eyes looked hungry. She felt her body heating up at the sight of it. Thinking back on it, that was the first time she was truly aroused.

“Well…” Andy climbed onto the bed, his larger frame easily dwarfing her. He climbed directly onto her lap, straddling her, his hips pinning her own. Without another word or warning, he slapped her hard across the face. For a moment, Leyley was shocked. He hit her. He actually hit her. She processed it and turned her head back towards him, looking up and smiling wide. “You’re a fucking freak.” Andy hit her other cheek and got the same result.

Andy paused. He really had no idea what he was doing. Not only in the specificity of trying to be violent and sexual with her, but he had no idea what the fuck was wrong with him that he was doing that in the first place. Before he could hesitate further however, Leyley’s nails dug into his chest.

“Pay attention to me!” Leyley snapped. It was surprisingly honest and blunt for her. Things might be easier if she was always this honest and blunt. Still, survival instinct took over and without realizing it, his hand was now around her throat. She looked up at him with wide eyes, but not with fear. For a moment he considered letting go. But he didn’t. He held. He squeezed, instinct guiding his movements. Leyley’s face began to discolor, but her expression barely changed. The only change was that she looked even more excited as she began to run out of air. He finally let go, a single sane neuron in his head firing for a moment.

“Awww, is Andy scared of himself?” Leyley mocked as he began to process the gravity of the situation. “Is Andy scared of hurting little Leyley?” Her teasing had been perhaps a tad cute when they were younger, he would admit only to himself. Now? Now it just was making him see red.

“Little? Yeah, physically…” Andy trailed off. Sometimes he felt like his sister was some thing wearing her skin, some sort of monster or demon made flesh wearing his real sister like a finely tailored person suit.

“If I’m all grown up mentally then…” Leyley was doing her best seductive tone with her little girl voice. Andy wanted to gouge his ears out for the sin of not being disgusted by this. He looked down at her, trying to understand where to go from here.

“Leyley… please… we shouldn’t…” He began to speak reason, much to her chagrin.

“Andy, don’t forget, we’re bound together forever.” Leyley knew the exact wrong words, or perhaps the exact right words depending on one’s perspective, to say to him. His hand lashed out again, once more staining her cheek crimson.

“Don’t talk about that!” Andy nearly screamed at her. “I don’t… I don’t want to remember.” Andy began to cry, still straddling and pinning her.

“Then just don’t! Just remember the part that matters!” Leyley shot back, more legitimate emotion, passion and meaning in her voice. She didn’t want him to break down in angst. That was not part of the plan.

“The part that matters?” Leyley noticed the loss of emotion to Andy’s words. She’d hit somewhere deep. The fire suddenly returned to Andy’s face. “What about her life?! Why didn’t Nina’s life matter?!” It was taking all of his mental strength to not scream at her.

“Because she got between us.” Leyley coldly replied. “Don’t say her name ever again.” Andy deflated, his arms limp at his sides.

“That’s… all.” Andy spoke to himself, his mind finally truly processing, in a more mature way, just what his sister would do to have him to herself. “Fine. If I’m all yours, then you’re equally mine.” Andy’s eyes looked down at her hungrily again. Something inside him let go. Leyley felt giddy. If she weren’t pinned, she’d be bouncing with joy.

Andy grabbed the magazine and brought it into her field of view. “This is what you want, right?” He didn’t wait for a reply, instead tossing the magazine over onto his own bed and sliding backwards off her hips. Leyley smiled down at him, but he wasn’t looking at her. Andy grabbed her ankles and forced them apart. Before she could react, he was already pulling her panties off. Her bald cunt was on full display, and he shamelessly ogled it. She watched him, feeling it getting warmer and wetter as he did. He threw her panties on the floor and turned away from her.

Andy silently pulled off his boxers. In his head, he felt like the eye of a hurricane. A sense of unnatural calm surrounded by chaos and panic, parts of his mind were screaming at him from all sorts of angles. He knew how fucked up this was, but for some reason he couldn’t understand, he had decided to indulge her. To give her everything she wanted. Maybe she’d stop wanting it then.

Leyley watched as Andy’s hard cock sprang out of his underwear. “At least someone isn’t a liar.” Leyley commented, earning herself a death glare. Andy didn’t say any further words. He pulled her legs apart and climbed between them. Leyley sat still as he lined his hard cock up with her young entrance. Andy looked down at her nude form. She was still a child, all boxy and flat, no hips or shoulders, no curves, her pussy little more than a slit of outer labia. What the fuck was wrong with him?

Instead of ruminating on that thought, he forced himself inside of her. It wasn’t difficult, she was already quite wet on her own. A part of him felt sickened by this. Sickened by the confirmation of just how much she really wanted him to do this to her. He could hear her moaning his name. He wanted it to stop. He bent down and wrapped both hands around her small neck this time, one for each side of her windpipe. She’d told him numerous times the proper way to choke someone without killing them. She thought it was a fun fact.

Leyley gasped, taking in as much air as she could before she’d be barred from any more. She felt his cock stretching her out. It wasn’t too big, although if he were older it might have been. Still, she felt overwhelmed. Her cunt ached, he was pounding away at her like she was some well-used whore. He hadn’t physically taken her virginity, her hymen had broken from physical activity years ago, but she was hardly used to being fucked. He didn’t care. It felt like her pelvis was going to explode.

Andy looked down at her, seeing her getting closer and closer to passing out. Part of him never wanted to let go. Part of him wanted to choke the life out of her. But another part of her didn’t want her to get out of this that easily. He let go of her throat, but before she could properly finish gasping for breath, he landed a blow to her gut. With that, he slid out of her. Leyley gasped and struggled to breath, the wind knocked out of her when she didn’t have any wind to begin with. She felt weightless, on the edge of passing out, and delirious. She barely noticed how he’d repositioned her and now was kneeling with his cock positioned right in front of her face, her head on the bed and leaned back.

“Open up. If you bite down, neither of us are surviving tonight.” Leyley did as she was told and opened her mouth. Andy shoved his cock inside without any fanfare, repositioning so that he was holding himself up with his hands as he fucked her face. She could taste herself on his cock. It felt humiliating, and she felt amazing about that. Not the being humiliated itself, but being humiliated by him. She did her best to provide suction and use her tongue on him, but he clearly didn’t care about that. He wanted to use her mouth as a hole. Leyley wished he would give her more pleasure, her cunt was right there, but he ignored it. She considered trying to do it herself, but she didn’t know how he would react to that. She wanted to scream with joy over that thought.

Andy kept at fucking her face for a while, but eventually got sore and bored from his position and pulled out once more. This time, he sat down on the bed, his back against the wall, and motioned to her to get in his lap. Quietly, she pulled her exhausted body over to him and crawled up to him, wrapping her arms around his shoulders. He ignored her and grabbed her by the ass, repositioning her until her asshole was lined up with his hard cock.

“Wait!” Leyley started to try to yell as she felt his tip pressing against her virgin ass’s entrance. He ignored her and kept moving her down as he pressed his hips up against her. The pain intensified more as he burrowed in, her hug turning to clutching at his chest in agony. He ignored her. She knew she couldn’t scream, but she felt like she was going to anyways. Desperate, she sunk her teeth into his neck, biting down. To her surprise, rather than reacting in rage or pain, he didn’t react at all. On his end, Andy understood why she did this, and was glad she still wasn’t screaming.

Finally, he got himself inside her fully, and began slowly easing her down further on his cock. What she had felt when he was pounding her pussy was nothing in comparison to this. Even softly moving her up and down on him felt like impalement. She was surprisingly grateful he had held back a little bit. She hadn’t planned on this hurting so much.

Still, he kept to his own pace, ignoring how she felt about it. Slowly but surely, he began to bounce her ass up and down on his cock more and more vigorously. She remained clinging to him, desperately trying to handle it, but in time the pain became fused with an erotic ecstasy. As much as it hurt, she began to move herself without his guidance, clumsily doing her best to ride him as he fucked her.

Then he bit down on her neck, the mirror image of where she was biting him. Unlike her, he began to suck at and lick the spot, leaving more and more of a mark as he did. She writhed under his administrations, inadvertently increasing his pleasure as he fucked her. For that, he wrapped an arm around her back and dug his nails into it, digging into her flesh as he adjusted position so that he could fuck her harder, sliding down from the wall.

Leyley could tell that Andy was getting close to the edge and was doing her best to make him cum inside her. But then he stopped, buried to the hilt inside her ass. He shifted once more, lowering her back down onto the bed, raising himself above her once more. He slid out of her ass. Leyley felt a great sense of relief, but also disappointment. She also wondered what he had in mind now. He couldn’t be chickening out at this point.

It was not long before the mystery was solved. He climbed up her, straddling her once more, until his cock was above her face. She didn’t need to be told what to do, although she was disgusted by the thought.

“If you want me to cum inside you, it’s going to be your mouth.” Andy hoped he was using the words right, he hadn’t read the articles that much. Leyley nodded, opening her mouth and trying not to think about where his cock had just been. He slid it between her lips, once again fucking her face, now from above. She couldn’t help but notice the taste had changed. She felt herself gagging not only from the way he was pounding into her throat, but from the thought of why.

Gradually, his thrusts became more erratic, the pounding against her face more violent, and he approached his limit. Leyley began working harder, doing her best to make him cum. It wasn’t much longer before he slammed all the way down her throat and held it there. Leyley tried to pull back, both to breathe and because she wanted to taste him. It didn’t work very well. Andy began cumming into her mouth, firing thick salty load after thick salty load down her young throat. Leyley did her best to swallow it all without gagging, although didn’t get a perfect completion rate. Choking, she felt some of it come out of her nose. Thankfully, Andy took that as his sign to pull out, rolling over and collapsing next to her.

Weakly, Leyley crawled over and cuddled into him, an odd mirror of their usual dynamic. She held him as his mind floated in the strongest orgasmic bliss he’d ever felt, his mind numb to the world as it processed the overwhelming flood of emotions and hormones. She stroked his hair, lovingly watching his blank face until he returned to reality.

Andy’s mind returned with horror at what he’d done. Before he could start panicking however, Leyley was there speaking to him.

“Oh Aaaaaandy, look what you’ve done this time. You raped your little sister.” The words made his blood run cold. She was right. He had absolutely raped his little sister. Oh, he could defend himself by saying she was literally asking for it and practically blackmailing him. How would that sound to literally anyone? It would sound like pure nonsense. He was a teenager. She was a little girl. How could anyone believe she had power over him?

Andy felt his heart sink. He’d tried to break away again. He’d tried to pull away, to end this fucked up obsession with her. And now instead, he’d raped her. Why? Because she stole his fucking porn? And insulted him? What sort of excuse was that?

“You finally raped me.” Leyley whispered lovingly into his ear. He wanted to scream, or to puke, or to run. He didn’t. He just laid there, letting her stroke his hair and hold him.

Ashley felt her body shudder as she came to the memory. It wasn’t a bombastic orgasm or anything, she’d worn this memory out far too much for that to happen anymore. Still, it was a good orgasm done only with the power of her fingers and mind, which she counted as an accomplishment. Finished, she went dead silent, wondering if Andrew was awake to listen. She always liked when he heard her reminiscing over this family memory. After that night, Andy had pretended like it never even happened. He’d started going by Andrew soon afterwards. Andrew would never rape her like that. Andrew was too good a person to do anything so disgusting. She knew she needed to deal with Andrew and get her Andy back. She just didn’t know how yet.